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weariness as her question about his food hung in the air. "It
must end well this time," he repeated, without opening his
eyes: "but after she's come round and we're happy again	"
Wizzie and No-man exchanged glances as his voice sank,
"She's not the only one, Claudius/' broke from the girl's
lips; but No-man took him up in a tone that was almost argu-
mentative. "I don't blame you, old man, for wanting to be
out of it all, when you lay such burdens on yourself; but how
on earth can a way of life be right when it makes a fellow like
you talk of your end in that tone?"
The man on the bed opened his eyes and fixed them gravely
on the*speaker. "You—don't—understand—No-man," he said
slowly. "A person can find life hard and look forward to being
released just as a—as a soldier	" He hesitated a moment,
while a charming and quaintly deprecatory smile flickered over
his mouth. "A Roman soldier, might—want—his—discharge—
even though	" and he closed his eyes again.
Wizzie gave D. a quick reproachful look and bending over
the bed pulled the counterpane more closely round the man's
shoulders. Then while No-man, moving to the window, stared
at the streaming rain, she went into the kitchen and opened
the stove to see how the fire was.
Putting on some coal she lifted the kettle, made a little
clicking sound between her tongue and her teeth when she
found it empty, filled it at the sink and taking up a tin of in-
valid's food that stood unopened on the shelf, proceeded to
open it and transfer some of its contents to a saucepan.
"Wizzie!" called out the sick man from the bed in a faint
and worried tone.
"He's calling you, Wizz!" echoed No-man from the win-
dow.
She hurried to his side, where he was craning his neck round
to discover what she was doing.
"I don't—want—you to do anything in there," he murmured
peevishly. "Nurse is a good nurse. She brings me broth from
•over the way. There's no need for you to do anything in there."
"All right," she replied. "I was only looking at the fire. I
won't touch a thing if it worries'you."
"Listen to me, Wizzie!"
She saw that it had become an effort to him to talk, and she
tent down till her head was close to his.

